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But he rejoiced in the fact that he could stand
these rigours as well as any :

Strange, isn't it ? After being considered an invalid
and unfit for much work, I feel so alive and strong.
This cold agrees with me so wonderfully, and I can
stand it rather better than most of the party.

With the desolation of that snowy wilderness, of
stark rock and icy crag, all round him, he turns his
thoughts at Easter to

the beautiful Spring with all its freshness and green and
colour ; I think of the primroses turning up at Birdlip,
and last year when I brought some roots home to you.
I think still more of the celandine's bright green, crisp
and juicy, and the yellow star in the hedgerows ; and
the feathery willows of Grippetts wood, and the squirrels
and the wood-anemones j and then again of the winter
aconite and the crocuses in that little side-path from the
park on the way to your school playground. And yet
there is no sadness in all these thoughts, only a longing
hope and belief that I shall enjoy them again with you,
my one dear Love.

... I would so like to come to you, just for a little
bit of the old happy times we have had together, but
still it mil come, or something far far better, though that
is quite impossible to imagine and for once beyond hope.

And with this an equally intense longing to share
with her the exquisite colours of mountain, ice and
sky:

. . . And I would to God I could lay it all before
you . . . utterly impossible to represent with my poor
paints and poorer skill in using them, and yet I try;
and God knows how I long to do as much as I can that
others may share the joy I find in feasting my eyes on
the colours of this wonderful place, and the vastness of
it alL Shackleton, Ferrar and I were actually the first
men who ever saw that red glow on the southern side
of Erebus and Terror. . . . ' The works of the Lord